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get to the little Farnese palace, designed by Michel Angelo, in which the Professor lived.
I got there, and my heart rather misgave me when, in answer to my timid knock, Boni himself came to the door looking unutterably bored and unutterably tired, failing also completely to recognize me as an old friend. I saw at a glance that he was hating me as another of the odious tourist breed. He took me into his study, a delightfully untidy Roman room with frescoed walls, paved floors and trestle tables littered with plans, photos, casts and geometrical instruments, and he asked me in his most tired professional manner what he could do for me. Instead "of answering I exclaimed out of the fullness of my heart, " Oh, how tired you look, how awfully tired! " This seemed to arrest his attention. " Who did you say you were ? " he asked; " what name did you say ? " And when I told him again and reminded him of former kindnesses in the old days he suddenly remembered (or pretended he did), and pulling himself together inquired again with a semblance of interest what I particularly desired to see. " Oh, nothing/' I said, " I am not a tourist. I have not come to Rome to count its stones in a given number of days, but to live here, to bask in its glorious sunshine, to imbibe the spirit of it, and little by little to learn to know it in all its rnoods." When I said this a complete change came over him, " Oh, then," he exclaimed, "it is the spirit of Rome you love, it is the pagan joy of it! Then would you like to see my garden with its matchless views and its classical herbs? Shall I show you Virgil's corner all full of his flowers, and the lake of blue irises, and the old wall covered with a glory of, Baveno roses? " And he74                     ' INDISCRETIONS'
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